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S I R, 


() VID from repeated obſervations of the ways 

of Mankind, has left us a maxim, When Pro- 
ſperity is attendant we ſhall be followed by many 
Friends, in Adverſity find ourſelves alone* ; however, 
in your caſe, what are deemed ſtrokes of unpropitious 
fortune, have had the contrary effect. Exile and 
Impriſonment are not ſurely in themſelves eligible, 


yet theſe have encreaſed the liſt of real, while they 
% have 
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have ſhewn to you the hearts of pretended friends ; 
thoſe light companions in hours of Diſſipation. 

Is it a queſtion to what this is owing ? No, it is 
to your claim to the title of Patriot, ariſing from a 
conduct that has unlocked to you all the treaſures of 
Fame, and diſplayed a ſcene, which in your gayer 
moments, Imagination itſelf might not have preſented. 

A Rivulet which gliding freely along, 1s not di- 
ſtinguiſhed from others, by oppoſition, may ſwell to 
a formidable Pool, and by force be diverſified into all 
the beauties of the Caſcade. Thanks to your unre- 
lenting enemies, they have thrown a luſtre upon your 
qualitics, and have placed you in the road of immor- 
tal Glory. 
Patriotiſm has never been abſent from Human 
Nature, tho' the repeated fallings off of exalted 
Characters have produced a fixed ſcepticiſm in many 
perſons ; ſtill can Hypocriſy, even to its thouſandth 
appearance, prove the non-exiſtence of Religion ? 

Mr. Pope was told by a Friend, that there was a 
walk in Poetry yet open to him, viz, the path of 
Correction; he liſtened to the advice, and followed 
it with applauſe : ſo Patriotiſm, amidit her gl-rious 

adherents, 


1 
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adherents, ſeems. to have reſerved for you, Sir, the 


title of her ſuffering- perſevering Son. Deſpairing of 


ſucceſs, your enemies wiſh they never had deſerved 


that name. We have ſeen you riſe with redoubled 
vigour from the ſtrokes of Adverſe Fortune, and 
that love of your Country, and ardor for the preſer- 
vation of her Liberties, which animate your con- 
duct, will in the end make you victorious. Let 
thoſe Sons of Regularity who value themſelves only 
upon an obſervance of the leſſer duties, and violent- 
ly exclaim againſt the minuteſt intemperate error, 
know that in the Eye of the Deity, a want of Pub- 
lick Spirit will deſtroy all their pretenſions to Virtue. 
Of the to grand duties of Man, that towards our 
Neighbour is one, and will not this be effentially vi- 
olated, when either through our activity or ſupine- 
neſs, the Commonwealth rec-1ves an injury? 

Fame is delightful to all, however it may be ſup- 
planted hy Avarice, or ſacrificed at the ſhrine of Fol- 
ly; you poſſeſs it, and know its value too well, to 


looſe it in the Acceptance of Titles, or by yielding to 
Corruption. Reflection will tell you, what a bleſſing 
or injury you will prove, to the preſext or future 
communities. Such is your importance, that either 
your 
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your example will ſtimulate others with the hope of 
partaking ſimilar public honours, or prevent popular 
attention to claims hereafter, by proving Patriotiſm 
to be the Creature of Fancy. This laſt expreſſion 


is not dictated by Doubt, no one having an higher 
confidence, or wouid think himſelf more honour- 


ed by the title of Friend, than he who preſumes to 
inſcribe to you the following Sheets, and who is, 
with the greateſt reſpect, 


8.4. i 


Your Mojt Humble Servant, 


The AvuTHOR, 


\ | 
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HILE the whole Nation's filPd with dire alarms 
And dift*rent Boſoms varied Paſſion warms ; 


While This Man ſpeaks with more than Fury's rage, 
Or That with all the mildneſs of the Sage; 

While conſtant Theſe the term of Mos beſtow, 
And Thoſe return the cry of FREEDOM's FoE ; 
While the fame act as party ire inflames, 

An execration or a bleſſing claims: 


Or whilſt, O WiLKkEs, thy manly mind by turns, 
With indignation or with tranſport burns, 


As 
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As thy injurious enemies appear, 

Or Eugland's loud applauſes ſtrike thy ear, 

Say, ſhall th* adventrous Muſe the Verſe prolong, 
And PoLicy the burthen of her Song ? 


If then, my W1LKEs, we Nature's plan deſcry 
In all its parts, with ſtrong Attention's eye ; 
In the ſame ſpecies, we ſhall ever find 
Her gifts maternal, adequate and kind. 


The Eagle fierce, the liquid ſky that cleaves, 
Or the huge Whale that ſpouts the briny waves, 


The gen'rous Horſe with noſtrils breathing fire, 
O'er Horſes, Eagles, Whales, no pow'r deſire ; 


Unknown to theſe, the dignity of State, 
Nor round the frowning Tyrants flaves await ; 
Not from this View can Man's ſubmiſſion ſpring, 


Or hence the riſe of Commonwealth or King. 


Aſk ye in what reſides the wondrous Pow r 
That Ages backward to the preſent hour, 
Enlighten'd Hiſtory's wide tracing pen, 
Marks Government the conſtant lot of Men, 


The 
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We ſay Man's wondrous faculties of mind, 
Shew him for more than brutal ends deſign'd: 


That in the Scheme of gracious Providence, 
The ſcenes for toil and intellectual ſenſe, 


The grand variety of Genius prove, 

Man to be deſtin'd for the ſocial love. 

Hence Earth's rich fruits adapted to his uſe 

He taſtes, and claims the gifts which Arts produce ; 
And hence of Polity the great machine 


To move with niceſt Harmony 1s ſeen. 
But Harmony due regulation needs, 
When in progreſſion part to part ſucceeds 


Not that too large, nor this again too ſmall, 


W here Improportion's error ruins all. 


We here Subordination rightly place, 


When juſt Subjection's origin we trace; 


Not mean Obedience, never failing text, 


Of Knaves or Fools in argument perplext. 
Tho Order Heav'n's firſt law reſtraint demands, 


*Tis not to chain the feet, to bind the hands 
C From 
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From wrong alone the ſocial tie reſtrains, 


Right in Volition and in Pow'r remains. 


Twas on ſuch Principles, theſe ends in view, 


Good to enlarge, and nat'ral Ill ſubdue, 

Firſt Government in modeſt mien aroſe, 

Diſaſt'rous Anarchy's effect t'oppoſe. 

Whether high plac'd upon the M ONARCH's throne, 


Or NoBLEs ſeat, the Goddeſs firſt was known, 
Or 'midſt the num'rous PEoPLE ſhe appear'd, 
Still was her legal dignity rever ' 

While Liberty fat ſmiling in hc: ain, 

Ere Tyranny had forg'd the flaviih chain. 

Not yet th' Idea fill'd the RULER's mind, 


That for his pleafure man to man was join'd, 


The Commonweal's felicity he knew, 


Bad him with zeal his arduous taſk purſue: 
For free Election gave each high command, 
As Int'reſt counſell'd, or as Reaſon plann'd ; 
Pow'r all deputed from the People's choice, 
As Merit aſk'd who freely gave their voice. 


What 
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What triflers thoſe who call Gid AN TIC Micurt 
The origin of ev'ry legal right! 

With double ſtrength the nerve ſhould Nature ſtring, 
Should the mechanic pow'rs aſſiſtance bring ; 

In raſh attempt the InDivipuar tries, 

For NUMBERS will his impotence deſpiſe. 

Yet if Opinion lend her magic aid, 

To mental force corporeal ſtrength 's betray'd 
Thus Ign'rance may with Prejudice combine, 

To prove HEREDITARY RULE divine 
That when Luc:na's aid our Matrons crave, 


She hails the KING, or marks the wretched SLAVE. 
Paſſive obedience to a Tyrant Lord, 


Sachev' rel wreſting from the ſacred Word. 
Amazing nonſenſe ! yet this vile extreme 


Is equity when mad-brain'd Bigots dream. 


But when the voice of Reaſon we reject, 
And Truth's plain code for Sophiſtry negleQ, 
Abſurdity by weakneſs nurs'd and fear, 
Conviction brings as demonſtrations clear, 


Example 
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Example next the ſtrong contagion ſpreads, 
And o'er the neck of Truth triumphant treads. 


Gods, that ſuch baſe ſervility of ſoul 
Should human intellect fo far control ! 


That the fine minds which hidden truths explore, 
And far as ſolar rays ſublimely ſoar, 

Should ſuperſtition ſtruck concenter'd think, 
Gennaro bounds Yeſuvius' burning brink. 

Yet prieſtly artifice enſlaves the mind, 

And triple veils of folly reaſon blind, 

Hence Freedom's altars ſhall neglected lie, 


And Slavry's incenſe cloud the azure ſky. 


Whatever can Imagination bring 
To Man's enquiring mind, on Folly's wing; 
In ſpite of Reaſon, and in ſpite of Shame, 
The annals of the world as facts proclaim. 
What wonder then if wily Stateſmen own 
* Th enormous faith of Millions made for one. 
A faith indecd moſt glorious, could we find 
Cocleſtial wiſdom in the Monarch's mind, 


Join'd 


= 
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Join'd with Omnipotence t'enforce command, 
And univerſal juſtice thro? the land. 


But Man will ſtill be Man, and were the beſt 
Great GEORGE of ſuch deſpotic ſway poſſeſs'd, 


A LAup or BUCKINGHAM his ſacred name, 
Might uſe to ſet three Kingdoms in a flame. 


Howe'er on this ſtill Folly's ſons proceed, 


No Stateſman's foul retain'd © th'enormous creed? 
To him the whole myſterious art reveal'd, 


From common eyes aſſiduouſſy conceal'd : 

Tells him the means the Vulgar to deceive, 

To make them now to doubt, or now believe ; 
By ſordid int'reſt influenc'd, *tis alone 
He gulls the MILLION, while he bends to ONE. 


Hence IsRAEL's Monarchs left the living Lord, 
And in the ſplendid fane of Baa/ador'd 
Their ſelf-made Deity, whoſe prieſts proclaim'd 


As Heav*ns decrees, what regal whiſpers nam'd. 


Truths are not equal, and the mental eye 


With Judgment's balance ſteadily ſhould try, 
D Left 
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Leſt Fancy lead us from the bright abode 

Of Wiſdom, into Falſhood's mazy road. 

Some from the ſhouts the ſons of Freedom raiſe, 
When their rude throats pour forth the Patriot's praiſe 
Or from the ſtillneſs Slav'ry's vot'ries own, 

Internal trembling at the Tyrant's frown ; 

Say what tranquility and order here, 

And there what diſcord ſtrikes th'aſtoniſh'd ear: 
Nor think how Sodom's apples tempt the eye, 


Or how conceal'd incruſted Diamonds lie. 


By pomp and pageantry adorn'd, the Man 
To think a God, the People firſt began; 
Then ran tumultuouſly to bow the knee, 
And trembling hail their new Divinity. 
But docs belief itſelf, or is it art 
That makes the Deſpot thus to play his part? 
Yes Flatt'ry will ſucceed we ever find, 
Her Pioneers will fap the firmeſt mind; 
What wonder then the cloiſter d Prince ſhould fall, 
By that deluſion, prevalent in all. 


From 
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From pois'nous breathings of the cringing tribe, 
The Royal Pupils prejudice imbibe ; 

Hence the long liſt of Tyrant names we trace, 
Tyrants whoſe acts humanity diſgrace ! 

Here Muleys bloody ſabre circling turns, 
There Rome imperial, Nero madly burns. 


Others whom gentler maxims can excite, 
Believe themſelves t enjoy the nat'ral right 
Of Parents, o'er their Childrens feeble ſtate ; 
But are a Monarch's intellects ſo great? 
Are Subjects infant minded? Can a King 
Spread o er the callow brood the foſt ring wing? 
On all ſides can his piercing eye ſurvey, 

And each approaching evil drive away? 

How vain the parallel! this Sages knew, 

Nor from a Monarch's will, or ſtrength, they drew 
Security, but in the ſacred power 

Of Law, they truſted for each happy hour. 

From each diſcerning mind, O ſacred Law, 

1 hou ſtill ſhalt cla:m a ceverential awe ! 


16 POLITICAL Socltdfi 


E'en when abus'd a Socrates to death, 

A willing facrifice reſign d his breath. 

Tho the benevolent juſt perſon feel 

Thro' Gravity an accidental ill, 

Wiſh not Attraction fled the nat*ral world, 
Or Heav'n's grand ſyſtem in confuſion hurl'd. 


But while a ſingle Tyrant we deteſt, 
Think not the People with the Max bleſt : 


Such as where Ariſtocracy prevails, 

Where the Patrician wantonly aſſails 

The weak Plebean, from his faithful fide, 
Tearing with luſtful arms the beauteous Bride; 
If murmurs riſe the bloody ſtroke is giv'n, 

And taunts refer for vengeance up to Heay'n ; 
While th'affociate Lords congenial fouls, 


Laugh at the proweſs Oer th inebriate bowls. 


Again, where'cr the mad'ning PEOPLE raves 
Loud as the howling winds, or boiſt'rous waves: 
Where wild Uproar preſents his haggard form, 


And Valour ſhudders at th'impending ſtorm, 
Where 
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Where mad Licentiouſneſs, the dire diſeaſe 


Of Liberty, nor Reaſon's balms appeaſe ; 
Where Rapine ſtalks, Confuſion's Gorgon head 
Its hiſſing terrors all around ſhall ſpread : 

In ſuch a ſcene of Anarchy compleat, 

Folly may fix of Government the ſeat. 

But as the Bee with curious eye inſpects 

The pois'nous flow'r, and all her ſweets colleQs, 
Their good and ill unerring * Wiſdom ſcann'd, 
And Albion's nobler Conſtitution plann'd: 
Where Freedom, Loyalty, and Order ſpring 


: and King. 
From the nice-balanc'd pow'r of Commons, Lords, 


Let mean Hiſtorians ſtrain'd attention give, 
To ſhew how ancient HIGH PREROGATI1VE ; 
In vain their toil 3 none but the ſhallow mind 
From their weak reas'nings, will conviction find: 
The lib'ral ſoul from Principles of Right, 
From Truth's bright Sun, not Shades of ancient Night, 


E Draws 
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* A French writer of eminence has ſaid, that the form of the Britiſh Govern- 
ment appears to be plann'd by Wiſdom itſelf. 
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Draws ſolid argument. Shall filver Thames 

In all its glorious pride, with fountain ſtreams 
Compare ? Ah no, the maſter hand of Time, 
On Virtue's gradual fabrick, ſtamps ſublime. 
What learned Greece had eager fought in vain, 
Or Rome extending ſtill her wide domain; 
Britannia finds, her childrens temples ſhine, 
Adorn'd with wreaths of Liberty divine : 

The Gothic ſeed ! blown from the genial North, 
Conſtant her gen'rous children pouring forth, 

V ho to the gen'ral ſtandard freely mov'd, 

And gaz'd with rapture on the Man they lov'd ; 
The Man whoſe wiſer mind the flock could lead 
Where Nature's parent-hand her bounties ſhed ; 
Happy to thare his ſingle lot alone, 

Nor madly call'd the common glebe his own ; 


While in the warmer climates of the Earth, 


Arole th'ungractous brood the tyrant birth. 


Each 
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Each barb'rous cuſtom with the Draid's rite, 
Chas'd by the Saxon law, had urg'd their flight: 
When Albion's bleating hills, or waving plains, 
Employ'd the Huſbandmen, or Shepherd Swains ; 
War was no more, the light of heav'nly love 
In Time's great fulneſs ſent from realms above, 
Wide o'er the Ifle in brighter radiance ſhone, 
When civil and religious rights were known : 
How bleſt ! but ah the gloomy tempelt roſe, 

And ſpread around the land unnumber'd woes: 


The ſignal giv'n, the BasTaRD's trumpets ſound 
On Gallia's ſhore, and miſcreants flock around; 
The coœrule wall, with vultures eyes ſurvey, 

And mark Britannia as their deſtin'd prey: 

They come by hapleſs Fortune wafted oer, 

And Freedom trembles on Britannia's ſhore ; 

They fight, her children preſs th enſanguin'd plain, 
Or drag the Cong ror's vile oppreſſive chain. 

The Cong ror ſaid I? No, his boaſted ſway, 


Sprung from thoſè minions, Tories of the day, 


His 
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His flatt'ring titles, and his chief ſupport, 


Flow'd from that abject race, the vermin of the Court. 


Had Albion's ſons united graſp'd the Spear, 
The motley troops had ſhrunk, appall'd by fear, 
By lukewarm-patriotiſm, domeſtic foes 


Conjoin'd, the Norman's pow'r triumphant roſe ; 


While courtly honours deck'd the trait'rous race, 
And Britarn's gen'rous children met diſgrace. 

| No more their toil- gain'd property poſſeſs, 

No more the ſocial midnight goblets bleſs 

The blazing hearth ; when now the jovial ſong, 

On merry tale attracts the liſt*ning throng ; 

Down from the chimney top, the Carfeu's found 

Diſpels their mirth, and gloom extends around. 

Now deem'd as villains conſtantly they groan, 

And Lords their tyrants ruthleſs hear their moan. 

Lords that in caſtles, in their riot hour, 


The fruits of their induſtrious toil devour, 


Whoſe pamper'd train of followers, by the ſword, 


Compel obedience to their haughty word; 


There 


POLITICAL SOCIETY. 27 


There fifty ſmiling villages are burn'd, 

Here golden fields to wildeſt haunts are turn'd ; 

To pleaſe the Tyrant, Devaſtation trod 

On hallow'd pavements of th' Almighty God. 

But faithful Memory to their Edward's Laws, 
Thro? their forc'd filence makes them ſigh applauſe ; 
While to their Childrens ears Tradition brings 
The name of A/fred; wiſeſt, beſt of Kings. 
Yet, midſt the anguiſh of their galling chains, 
Oppreſs'd, not broke, their ſpirit firm remains : 
Hope points her finger to ſome happier day, 


When Freedom deck'd by Truth her charms diſplay, 
When Tyranny ſhall ſeek the gloomy caves, 


Freſh-bleeding from the vengeful ſcourge of Slaves ; 
While impotence of ill his rage control, 
And conſcious guilt ſhall harrow up his ſoul. 


Monarchs were thought by Heav'ns high will de 
To ſcatter Bleſſings, not to ſcourge Mankind; 


Then was their delegated pow'r ador'd, 


And they the true anointed of che Lord : 
F 
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For chains of love more ductile far than gold, 
Th obſequious faithful People can enfold ; 
But if Kings aCtions tyrant minds declare, 
Quick as Newtonian bubbles burſt in air, 
The circle breaks away, enfranchis'd Man 


Reſumes his Privilege, on Nature's plan. 


Thus when a ray of Liberty appear'd, 

To war they ruſh'd, and all the Tyrant dar ; 
Succeſs at laſt their valiant efforts gain, 

And the GRAND CHARTER's privilege attain. 
That Phanix Charter then produc'd to light, 


To our brave Anceitors confirm'd their right ; 


While neighb'ring nations, with invidious eyes, 
Saw, as it were, deſcending from the Skies, 
The TRUE PALLADIUM, to Britannia giv'n, 


Warm from the hand beneficent of Heav'n. 


Yet conſtant ſtrugglings of their Monarch's pride, 
The glorious privilege would ſet aſide, 

Touch'd to the foul they Hell's dread powers invoke, 
To bend their people to the ſeryile yoke. 


--Ah, 
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--- Ah, ſhall the Muſe the dreadful ſcenes pourtray ? 
Where Mars with ſlaughter rob'd, directs his way; 


When Albion's warriors Sire againſt the Son, 
Inſpir'd by phrenzy to the battle run; 


E en Cruelty retreats with weeping eyes, 

If York or Lancaſter ſhall tyrannize, 

Th unrighteous cauſe the fertile fields that dy'd, 
Urging of Brethren's blood the purple tide : 

All Hell's luxuriancy of vice diſclos'd, 


Now here a King ſet up, and now depos, d. 


Would Monarch's liſten to th inſtruQtive page, 
Nor yield their prudence to Ambition's rage, 
Hence would. they learn the PEOPLE's love alone, 


Not the proud NoBLEs' ſtrength protects the throne: 


Unhappy Charles. O much miſguided youth ! 
A Pedant Father wasp d thy ſoul from truth; 
Thy infant leflons were the Tyrant's theme, 


To rule by force and not the ſouls eſteem ; 
Till HIGH PREROGATIVE a tempeſt rais.d, 


Which by thy blood alone could be appeas d. 
Nor 
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Nor could affliftion's ſchool thy Sons inform, 
Where to avoid the rock and gath'ring ſtorm ; 
Infatuated by the love of ſway, 

They catch the ſhade, the ſubſtance drops away. 


The pray'rs of Millions reach th Almighty's throne, 
He hears their ſighs, and Milliam is their own: 
IWWilkam whom Heav'n in mercy to our race, 

Gave us the Gallic Tyrant's pow rr to face; 

He rais'd the banner, form'd by Freedom's hand, 
Adorn'd by Patriotiſm on England s ſtrand ; 
Diſplay'd aloft then ſmiling Hope returns, 

And ev'ry gen'rous breaſt with tranſport burns; 
Dire ſuperſtition's cloud which terrors ſpread, 


Innoxious floats from o'er the Patriot's head; 


Truth leads Religion in her neat array, 


And Falſhood's dazzling glories fade away. 


In that fair hour we Freedom's Ara place, 
Happy, thrice happy Ifland, could our race 


Feel their ſuperior bleſſing, and aſpire 
Continually to fan the Patriot fire : 
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But inſtability will urge the mind, 


Nor human excellence duration find. 


Still ſhall her num'rous pow'rs Deſtruction truſt, 
The Pyramids themſelves ſhall fink to duſt. 
So ſhall the Nation be at length betray'd, 


By dazz'ling Conqueſts, or Corruption's aid. 


In ev'ry mind the love of ſway exiſts, 
In this the ſpring of Avarice ſelf conſiſts,] 
Ambitious all; whether in Act reveal'd, 
Or rein'd by Caution, paſſively conceal'd, 
Hence a ſelf-will'd ſubmiſſion ne'er is found, 
Tho meanly crouching Sycophants abound ; 
That wretched Crew, whoſe coward ſouls declare, 
A fix'd abhorrence honeſtly to ſhare = 
In Toil's juſt lot, which Nature's ſelf directs, 
And tor her choiceſt bleſſings ſtill expects; 
It hence they reſort, where Indolence ſupports, 
Delighted with the idleneſs of Courts : | 
Thus in baſe line vile ſlaves to ſlaves unite, 


And rear th' ill-ſhapen form Colaſſus might. 
G | | 


But 
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But vain attempt! all far-extended Pow r, 
Meets ſure deſtruction in the fated hour : 


By this a Ceſar or a Pompey died, 

This broke Greece, Perfia, Rome, Afſyria's pride, 
For wiſeſt Nature ev'ry thing ſurrounds, 

Juſt to their uſes, with the proper bounds ; 


So far as this Perfection's means extend, 


Farther Attempts in certain ruin end. 


Thus floating in magnificent array, 
The Firſt-Rate Ship, the Wonder of the Sea! 
But its encreaſing Bulk no effort guides, 


Thro' rocks and ſhallows, or tempeſtuous tides. 
So the Machine Political mult fall, 


When States ambitious ſtrive to conquer all. 
Nor this the cauſe alone as fix d by Fate, 

In dreadful ruin to o'erwhelm the State : 
Vices domeſtic will as ſure, tho' flow, 

If uncorrected Government o'erthrow : 


Thoſe patriot Virtues which at firſt appear'd, 


And from its baſis, the proud Structure rear'd ; 
Should 
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Should ſtill prevail to animate our youth, 


A Love of Glory, Temperance and Truth. 


Yet Eaſe luxurious may unſtring the Nerve, 


And e'en the Righteous may from Virtue ſwerve? 


If Folly can miſguide the Love of Fame, 

And ACtions trifling give the echo'd name ; 

If high-born youth ignoble paſſions fire, 

| Who feel no wiſh to emulate their Sire; 

If while their Country's injuries demand 

The Heart's emotion, and the warlike hand, 

A puerile ſentiment, and coward fear, 

In ev'ry word and action ſhall appear; 

If 'midſt the ſenatorial high debate, 

Curio revolves. upon his Miſtreſs fate; 

Or to Newmarket, from the Council Board; 

Flies to the joys, which panting Steeds afford z 
More bliſs to him when CHiLDtess wins the heat, 
Than Hawke's fam'd victory, or Contade's defeat ; 
Is there not reaſon then to drop the tear, 


And harbour in the mind an anxious fear? 
Clodio 
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Clodio effeminate can play the fool, 


Unlearning ev'ry maxim learnt at ſchool; 


No more can Rhetoric's tropes that head diſtreſs, 
So {kill'd in all the niceties of dreſs ; 

Ambition's ſelf would ev'ry art reſign, 

But ftronger paſſion at Court Balls to ſhine, 

In gay French modes, as frivolous as vain, 


Throws the dull trifler in the Premier's train. 


Time was when future Stateſmen could explore 
Th inſtructive page bred up in Wiſdom's lore ; 
Vi hen emulous their younger minds aſpir'd 
To catch the flame, which Rome or Grecia fir'd; 
And nicely trace that Policy of State, 
Which made Iycurguas, Solon, Numa, great, 
Ambitious folely in the rolls of fame, 
To join their own, with Cecil's, Sullyh's name; 
Convinc'd acceſs alone to Honour's God, 


To thoſe whom Virtue's thorny path had trod. 


Not then the cringing wretch with baſeſt art, 


With bowing ſuppleneſs, or meaner heart, 


Could 
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Could triumph over modefty and ſenſe, 
With all the face of low impertinence. 


Not dunghill Syphax, who with ſharper's eye. 

Can artful cut the card, or cog the die, 

Could then connex1ons form, and titles gain, 

Which neither Valour, Honour, Truth attain z 

The ſame who neither Learning, Wit unites, 2 

Enough he's known at Arthur's, and at White” $3. 
Thoſe ſchools from which ſtill brighter Genii move, 

Than from the Pox rico, the WALE, or GRovx. 


Not then could - unhooted taint the air, 


Where courtly Dames prefer their morning pray'r; 
--- Under Mammon's banners long enroll'd, 
Who thinks each action juſt that leads to gold ; 
Who, as the moment's intereſt appears, 


Nor heeds the Orphan's cry, the Widow's tears ; 
Reſiſting all humanity imparts, 


In her impreſſive hour, to feeling hearts . 
Nor held by words, to ev'ry party baſe, 
His ſoul's perpetual tendency, diſgrace. 

H Not 
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Not then the plan delib'rate of the Great, 

To riot on the vitals of the ſtate ; 

Or rack Invention's ſinews to attain, 

Luxurious feeding to their hungry train : 

Thoſe ſervile foll'wers, that deteſted race, 

Whoſe hatred's honour, and whoſe love's diſgrace. 
No. Slow-pac'd Time reveal d their chiefeſt aim, 


T increaſe the Nation's happineſs and fame. 
Labour (the conſtant price the God's demand 


For all their bounties from the human hand) 


In due proportion round. the Land to ſpread, 
And deal to mild Content the daily bread. 


Keen were their feelings when Idea's Queen 
Drew on their minds th* unequal future ſcene, 
When half our race ſhall their whole time employ 
In all the ſallies of licentious Joy, 


Whence t' other doubly the fad circle runs, 
Of Winter's piercing Froſts, or Summer's burning Suns. 


Great 
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Great Stateſmgn have been known in ev'ry age, 
Who ne'er thro* clamour let the Battle rage ; 
Nor yet again t'inſure their tott'ring place, 
Exchang'd the Trophies for a ſhameful Peace. 
Not then reclin'd in Vice's wanton bow'r, 


To Priapus they mad Libations pour, 
Till the brain giddy with the noxious fume, 


Whole ſtruggling --- --- --- to vengeance doom. 


To ſhine in Arms or Arts we ever find, 
Requires Experience and capacious Mind; 
Genius and Knowledge therefore ſhould reſide 
With thoſe, who aim in Politics to guide : 


How aukward thus Narciſſus would appear, 
Should Court intrigue appoint him, Financier. 
Groups of raſh Phaetons are found t'aſpire 

To ſeize the Reins, and ſet the Realms on fire. 
There ſcented Florimonds think Minden's plains 
Like the Manceuvres of Hyde-Park campaigns. 
Here Fribbles ſhudd”ring at mild Zephyr's breeze, 
Thro' vanity attempt the winds and ſeas ; 


Oft 
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Oft their filk Sails had ſhone on the Canals, 
And they ideally were Admirals; 
But can Howes, Keppels, Granbys, Hawkes, proceed 


From ſuch a flimſy, trifling, puny breed? 


Now ToRIEs vers'd in ev'ry courtly wile, 


Baſk in the Sunſhine of a --- --- k's ſmile ; 
Unchang'd their principles, tho' chang'd the names, 
And with for ------ , what they defign'd for 


Now ſtauncheſt Wos, Newcaſile at their Head, 
No more by Favour's hand to Court are led ; 


Nervcaſtle, ah! around thy ſolemn bier, 

Grief urg'd, BRITANNIA ſheds the grateful tear; 
Thro' thee how bright has BRUNSWICK's glory ſhone, 
While Freedom's palms adorn the Britiſb Throne; 
Or when impatient Folly's ſons could burn, 

To hail th*accurſed STUaRT's fate return: 

Thro' thee were vain the plans in that dread hour, 
Of PAPAL art combin'd with BourBoN's pow'r ; 
Theſe Honours ne'er ungrateful Cam could give, 


's head, while K ---'s children live. 


I; 
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But is this Honour which the World affords, 
True meaning, or an empty ſound of Words ? 


Is it in that extended ſtring of Names, 
Long as the Oriental Emperor claims ? 

Is 1t attendant on the gilded Car, 

The varied Ribbon, or the beaming Star? 
Is it when Sycophants come fawning round ? 
Is it when Suppliants bending kiſs the Ground? 
Is it when Hirelings voices rend the Skies 
In praiſe of Wretches whom their Souls deſpiſe ? 


To gloſs with titles Vice th'attempt is vain, 
Indelible is found the Coward ſtain ; 
Tho? Monarchs flatter, ſtill a S a2, 


Whether a Lais, or a Pompadour. 
If — — s cudgell'd will not Satire laugh, 
Or ſmile when --- --- bears the wHITER STAFF ? 


The leafy wreaths which Merit's head enfold, 
Are more than Coronets of Gems and Gold : 
Honour from Virtuous Actions only ſprings, 
The fame in Peaſants, and the ſame in Kings. 
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It is when modeſt Truth ſhall force her way, 
And Envy's mind reluctant own her ſway ; 

"Tis when Deſert ſhall gen'ral ardor raiſe, 

Nor Conſcience ſtinging at thoſe burſts of Praiſe, 
Free- iſſuing from th'expanſion of the heart, 

Pure Nature's feelings undiſguis'd by Art. 


To ſuch applauſe ſhould Mummius lay a claim, 
_ Himſelf diveſting of all ſenſe of Shame, 

Memory would ope the mental ſlumb'ring eyes, 
And all his inconſiſtency ariſe ; 

Him midſt ſucceſs would Indignation ſpurn, 
Who from a FRIEND an ENEMY could turn. 


Pandora's evils o'er thoſe Realms are ſhed, 
When Avarice mounts Ambition's wanton bed, 
The mongrel progeny, the monſtrous brood, 

To ſelf ſhall ſacrifice the public good. 

Hence flow thoſe changes which the World amaze, 
When Earldoms ſhall eclipſe the Patriot blaze ; 
And hence the ſource when each revolving year 


Is vile new-fangled Principles appear. 


— fawning 
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--- fawning now, tho' glorying once t'oppoſe, 

And friends emoluments are giv'n to foes ; 

Thoſe who the wreath of CUMBERLAND would ſhade, 
Envy the laurel on an Amberſt's head. 


When Stations join'd unequally to Parts, 
And Worth's ſupplanted by mean ſervile arts; 
What wonder ſhould Corruption's hand extend, 
And gain by gold, that temporary friend, 
Whoſe mental eyes have ſteadily in view, 

Not Virtue's Temple, but deep-min'd Peru. 
--- How vain ! to rouſe the energy of ſoul, 


Tho all Demeſthenes loud thunders roll; 
Tho? Truth may ſpeak in Tully's eloquence, 


Or Locke ſhall ſtrive to reaſon into ſenſe ; 
His mind impervious, can no thought beſtow, 


Except on YEa diCtated, or on No. 


In midnight orgies while aſſembled ſlaves 


Proclaim the race of Man, or Fools, or Knaves. 
Not more the Libertine's wild tranſports burn, 


When Virgins from the paths of Virtue turn, 
I Than 
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Than theirs when echo'd-Patriot names take place, 
In the black page fill 'd by th? apoſtate Race. 
They ſtill the name of Liberty blaſpheme, 

And Patriotiſm a Farce their conſtant Theme. 

So Chloe painted Proſtitute attects 

To ſay, there is no Virtue in the Sex; 
But without Subſtance can we Shadows find? 
Does her Analogy deceive the mind? 


What muſt we doubt Dame Nature's ſettled Rule, 


That forms the Hero, Coward, Sage or Fool ? 

No, when ſuch Wretches artfully declaim, 

They bare their hearts, and blazon their own ſhame ; 
For Honour will like Britiſb Valour ſhine, 

Tho' Slav ry may with Cowardice combine; 

And were examples drawn from ev'ry age, 


The patriot liſt would ſtretch from page to page ; 
Coarus for Greece devotes himſelf to Death, 


And for Rome's glory Curtius yields his breath. 


Tis not three thouſand years fince Hampden roſe, 


Chartcs's tyrannic maxims to oppoſe ; 


In 
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In England's cauſe a gallant Sidney bled, 
And join d the glorious patriotic dead. 

With theſe the celebrated Marvel name, 
Whoſe ſteady acts Corruption's Sons will ſhame. 


If theſe examples fail, extend the eye, 
There in long ſtruggling Corfica deſcry, 
The GREAT PAOLI, whoſe exalted ſoul, 
Nor regal threats or promiſes control: 
Around him flock the animated band, 


Full of the generous love of native land ; 


That Heav*n-born principle which France ſhall feel, 
T'impel the fury of their vengeful ſteel ; 
Hating alike the Tyrant or the Slave, 
Freedom they purchaſe, or the glorious grave. 
Whether a Fred"ric* or Maria's ſway, 
A City or a Diſtrict thall obey : 
Whether Auguſtus or a Staniſlaus 
Should wear a Crown, this, this the mighty cauſe, - 
Which the ſurrounding Nations call'd to arms, 
And made all Europe ring with Wars alarms. 

Shall 
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Shall then nor Pity (Attribute of God) 
To fave the WoRTHIEs, break OyPREsSION's rod? 


See too how A/bion's Victories proclaim 
Her gallant Nobles emulous of Fame ; 
Fame gain'd by merit, more reſplendent far, 
Than pompous titles, or the glitt*ring Star; 
Whoſe gen'rous Souls defire tranſmitted down 
To late Poſterity, fair Freedom's Crown: 
Mongſt theſe a ſteady Temple's Virtues raiſe, 


The brighteſt column of immortal praiſe. 


Not ſo with thoſe the Children of the Day, 
Whoſe meaner acts their ſordid fouls betray ; 
Who thro' ambition break the ſolemn word, 

And barter Heav'n's beſt bleſſing for my Lord.” 
Should Paclolus his golden current bring, 
Taſteleſs the draughts of the Pierian ſpring ; 


Let ſuch cool Caution loweſt merit claim, 


And ſhun the public ſpectacle of ſhame ; 


Their end attain'd, nor nobler paſſion feel, 


That gen'rous ardor for the commonweal ; 


That 
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That nobleſt Virtue, that connecting force, 
Of ſocial man's chief bleſſings, all the fource. 


Shall the Charm break, and we excentric fly ? 
Shall we th* effects of mad Diſorder try? 


Shall we, worſt Parricides, our Country wound, 


And view her crimſon fluid ſtream around ? 

Shall we, - ah no! Reflection trembling ſtands, 
And old Remembrance wrings his wither'd hands. 
But ſee the dawning of a brighter Day 

Diſpels the gloom, and drives the miſts away; 
The voice of Liberty St. S- hears, 


And coward Conſcience rouſes--- ---'s fears: 
A Savile's honour fills the trump of Fame, 


And Burke's ſtrong eloquence our ſouls inflame ; 
Freedom round Wentworth's brows her laurel twines, 
Juſtice her ſcales to Camden s arm reſigns 3 

While G/hyzn and Dunning's patriot fouls diſdain, 


T'eclipſe their glory by the law's chicane. 


K 'Thro” 
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Thro' noble efforts Freedom's altars riſe, 
Touch'd by the flame Corruption ſinks and dies; 
There Independence on each feſtive morn, 

Shall hail the names of Mawbey and of Horne; 


While envy-ſtruck aloof ſhall H. ---y ſtand, 
And. mourning — — broken W AND. 


And to thee WiILkESs, Britannia's plaudits riſe, 
How oft thy name *© runs. echoing thro” the ſkies” : 
Safe from the WARRANT s arbitrary pow'r, 

I hro* thee we laugh away the ſocial hour; 

Nor longer ſhall the buſy Ruffians pry 

O'er friends effuſions, with unhallow'd eye. 

Tho Envy's arm diſmiſs the poiſon'd Dart, 

Theſe thall ſecure all Eng/and”'s grateful heart. 
While burns the Lamp of Lite, thy Soul ſhall prove, 
The pleaſing incenſe of a People's love: 

And when (extended by TiME's mould'ring hand) 
[znorance? dark mantle wraps your native land, 
When Larope's arts and ſcience are no more, 


Minerva trailing on Columbia's thore, 


The 
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The patriot Youth whoſe boſoms pant for fame, 
Shall feel new a-dors kindle at thy name, 

Thy name which ſpreading o'er th' Hiſtoric page, 
Shall teil thy Firmneſs to the lateſt age. 


To thee ſuch ſcenes might Reaſon's ſelf pourtray, 
(Not wild Imagination's ſportive play ; ) 
When full in view in calm Reflection's hour, 


Aroſe the Image of licentious pow'r. 


Tally, whofe mind fo form'd for good and great, 
Whom Rome proclaim'd the Father of the State, 
When faction with inſidious Clodro ſtrove, 

And the lov'd Orator to exile drove. 

Thoſe powers of Soul which Cataline could brave, 
Yielded to tremors of the meaneſt {lave. 

Ah! fee the Conſul's majeſty appears, 

In ſighs inglorious, and diſgraceful tears! 

Not fo with thce, when generous Diſdain 

Kept thee crect before the IDoL THANE. 

Thy firmer foul in every clime the fame, 


Felt not a with beneath a Britox's fame. 


Hope s 


' 
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Hope's cordial drop thy patriot breaſt could warm, 
Collected midſt the wildneſs of the Storm. 
When Z--- --- with miniſterial hate, 

O'er others held the vengeful ſcourge of State; 


Thy dignity could ev'ry art control, 

And ſhew him all his littleneſs of Soul. 

When flow ed of courtly rage th' impetuous tide, 
In thy or --- ---'s breaſt did fear preſide? 


So when the NokTH's tempeſtuous blaſts ariſe, 
And the dark cloud with horror robes the ſkies, 
Wide thro the grove the crackling boughs are born, 
And lofty Cedars fall uprooted torn; 
Firm ſtands Britannia's Oak with arms outſpread, 


To bear her Trophies, and her Sons to ſhade. 


THE END. 
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